TRANSLATIONS  OE AEDISON'S  LATIN  POEMS.

Inspired with your own blessings live,
Nor want yourself that bloom you give.

VI.

In vain the blood's tumultuous tide

And circling stream your hand restrains

Taught o'er the pulses to preside,
And well explore the bubbling veins,

That with the fever's swelling heat

Glow more inflamed, more fiercely beat.

VII.

In vain you try each chymic power,
Trace to its spring the sanguine wave,

And kindly^search each healing flower
For helps to guard us from the grave:

In endless bloom to bid us live,

Which thou nor they, alas! can give.

VIII.

One certain fate, by Heaven decreed,

In spite of thee we all must try,
When from her bursting prison freed,

The mounting soul shall claim the sky,
Our sons must once lament our doom,
And shed their sorrows round our tomb.
IX.

Thou too shalt with pale horror see

The fabled ghosts which glare below,
Which to the shades, restrained by thee,

In thinner shoals descending flow;
And death, whose power you now defy,
Shall boast her conqueror can die.

x.
His life alone is greatly blest

Whom no intruding griefs annoy;
Who smiles each happy day, possest

Of cheerful ease, and guiltless joy:
Nor, sadly smoothing his own cares,
Augments himself the weight he bears.

XI.

Pleased with a few selected friends,
He views each smiling evening close,

While each succeeding morn ascends,
Charged with delights, unmarked with woes:

In pleasures innocently gay,

Wears the remains of life away.